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THE 4 


POLITICAL PRIEST: | 


| | | OR, | 
Propagation with a Vengeance! 
A SATIRE, by a married Woman; 


With a PROLOGUE, by a married Man; 
And a PREFACE, by an old Batchelor, 


Tur WHOLE ADDRESSED TO THE | 
F RB M A L BE | 8 B. X, 
And dedicated (without Permiſion) to a certain 


Reverend P O LTG AMIS 7 


This way, or that way, or which way we will, 
What would comfort the one, t'other wife would tate ill. 
p Gay. 
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D E DIC ATI O N. 


en Sir, 


N return for your late * Treatiſe, I 
take the liberty of preſenting you with the 
following ſatirical bagatelle. I flatter myſelf, 
on peruſal, you will find it n and mo- 
ral, if not * 


Tours, 


ANTI-POLYGAMIST. 
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HE purport of my preface is briefly this: — To u Ie, 
that my brother, for theſe twelve years, has lamented his 
hard fate, in being tied to what many huſbands might think a 
valuable acquiſition, — an over-learned wife: nor is this her 
greateſt failing; — (for Charles will inſiſt that a failing it is ;) — 
not content with expoſing herſelf to the ridicule of all her friends 
by her own unwarrantable attachment to ſcribbling, ſhe is perpe- 
tually challenging my poor brother to take upon him a ſimilar cha- 
raſter ; briefly, to commence author: and, as a farther induce- 
ment to the point in queſtion, ſhe takes up her pen, and I may 
ſay at the expence of one of the moſt conſpicuous, if not 'con- 
temptible, characters now living; — invokes the Muſe ; — ar- 
to do Beſs juſtice, ſhe never enn the Muſe on a more laudable 
occaſion. 
The TREATISE, to which her Satire in ſome meaſure al- 
ludes, ſhe tells me is unworthy a ſerious inveſtigation : ſhe there- 
fore leaves that to the criticiſms of ſuch as are diſpoſed to combax 
with the united equivocations of a lawyer and a prieff. She moreover 
adds, that, upon the ſlighteſt conſideration, the evil conſequences 
of the dodtor's Mem too plainly appear; but the TREATISE (as 
I have ſaid before) ſhe leaves for the opinion of others, n 
content to revenge herſelf on the · pragmatic author. 


In 


Pp R EF A c E. 


In behalf of her production ſhe has little to offer; ſhe writes, 
as the doctor did. —for her ſex; publiſhes, as the doctor did, for 
money. No vamped-up ſtories, dull quotations, or PIOUS 
LIES, ſwell out her Satire; but the TREATISE goes for ten 
Shillings, her Poem for one. What then? Why, the * 
work is — ten to one better than hers. 

As to poor Charles, (whom I had almoſt fame; he writes at 
the inſtigation of a wife: whatever, therefore, are his n. he 
begs you will lay them at her door. | 

In regard to myſelf, you know at the inſtance of the married 
couple I take up my pen; my errors muſt then, of courſe, be 
placed to their account. 

Upon the whole, if the following bagatelle ſhould chance to 
meet an unfavourable reception from 'the town, poor Beſs will 
have more errors to anſwer for than ſhe will ever be brought to 
acknowledge. — I tremble when I think on her fituation ; for, 
in life, and too frequently with authors, misfortunes herne to 
thoſe who are leaſt able to bear them. 


PROLOGUE, 


PPR O EL 0 8 v 1 
Kefer een eV 


1 * * like theſe, few poets can contrive 
To keep their Muſes or themſelves alive: 
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of no fuck truth my rhyming wiſe admits; 
She vows mankind live chiefly by their wit; 
Infiſts that writing ſpeaks the man of ſenſe, 
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And gives the pooreſt rogue ome conſequence. 
In vain I try to calm the angry dame, 
In vain I reaſon, — Beſs is fill the ſame, > 


But, to convince me of her love of rhymes, 
She writes a thing, and ſays 'twill ſuit the times 


Declares a Prologue from a brain like mine, 

Dull as it is, will make the piece divine. 

What can I do ? confute that learned wit, 

Who voure, 0 Poeta noſeitur, non fit ?” 

Can I aſk favours of a ſtranger-Muſe ? 

Or vill ſhe grant them when a ſtranger ſues? 
B | Yet 


- 
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| | ( 20 )! 65 „ 
Yet muſt I une elſe Beſs will tell her friends 

I hold my peace to ſerve my private ends. ; 944 
Well, ſince 1 muſt, — Phœbus, who eee, | 
The bard that ſcribbles for the female ſex, 2 

No doubt will j join me, when I ſing i in time, a ; tz 
And help me out, if needful, with a N 


No more I aſk. — And now, ye fur ones lit: 


No prigſt am I, nor yet polygamift ; 
% A plain blunt man, and that ſhe knows fall wel,” 
Who bade me thus addreſs each Britiſh belle: : 
For, ſuch alone to pleaſe, Beſs wrote the poem, 
Gainſt that old prig. No names; you ſure muſt know him: : 
That prieft, who treats alike with foul abuſe 
Both cuſtoms in and ſtatutes out of uſe: | 
That prieſt, whoſe BOOK might moulder on the ſhelf, 
Were not mankind as impious as himſelf : 
But 


( 11 ) 

But the ſhy doRor knew the world fall well; / 
Slander he wrote, for that he judg'd would fell. 
His WORK, made-up of many a dull quotation 
From bards of this und wits of ev'ty nation, - 
Calls to my mind the fate of half our beaux, 
Who owe their conſequence to borrow'd clothes. 
Gainſt ſuch a man my Befs preſumes to write: 
(scribbing Pe told you ĩs the-jade's delight ;) . 
For you, ye injur d fair, ſhe tunes her lays, 

Spare then alike your cenſure and your praiſe; 
Check not an ardour, breath'd for you alone; 
Think on the cauſe, nay, think the cauſe your own. 
Shall a dull fool, unpuniſh'd, mock that tate, 
Which renders happineſs, ſo truly great 

Shall he, approv'd, a pois' nous law rehearſe, 

Or, knowing woman frail, deſcribe her worſe 

B 2 Though 


( 12 ) 
Though brother-prieſts may give the work a bleſſing, 
Woman ſhall give the author-prieft adrefling ; 7 
Teach him what tis to treat the ſex with from, 
And prove herſelf, like him, a writer born. 
Man, too, at leaſt each marry'd man, will riſe, 
And own the law our minifter denies ; 
E'en batchelors ſhall prove his laſting foes, 1 87 
And they who can't make rhymes ſhall ſcribble proſe. 
Thus, on each ſide attack'd, our prigſ muſt yighd, 
And, *midſt the grand confuſion, fly the field; 
Midſt the loud ſhouts of conqu'ring bards retreat, 


To make their triumph gloriouſly complete. 


THE 


THE 


POLITICAL PRIEST. 


Such the caprice, (or call it what you will,) 
Which long has ye the world, and ſways it n. 
That bare · fac d poets ſeruple not to dwell 

On ev'ry vice which marks the am'tous belle; 


So they at laſt but bring the girl to _—, 
Tha pups 1s moral and acquires a name, | 
Alike 


Alike in life: — How few, while youth's at hand, 

 Thialluring baits, held out by.viee, withſtand | 
Pore p defirt depend et mil bein, ©. '/ 

Tilt vengeful age has pall'd the appetite! 

Then, preſs'd by ſhame and loaded with diſeaſe, 

They drop their fav'rite vices by degrees ; 

At length reflect, repentance too begins, 

And one ſhort pray'r is good for fifty fins ! 

Are then God's mercies bought at ſuch a price? 

Or can a month well-ſpent pay years of vice ? 

Can off rings from the wretch, whom age denies 

A taſte for pleaſures youth ſo dearly buys, | 

Ward-off the ſcourges which his crimes await, 

Or ſhield him from the bitterneſs of fate ? 

Yet, if a conver?'s pray'rs thus ill atone 


For vices which he muſt yet dreads to own, 


What 


( us *) | 
What fate's in tore for him, on life's dull eve, 
Who mocks the Pow'r he cannot diſbelieve | a 


Who wat thi, — — n 
For deep refleAtion, peniteace, and prey, 
In open ſervice of a ſhameful cauſe, 

Sporting with Seriptare and itt ſacred laws 1 

Such men have lv d: een now there's one, at leaſt, 
Anſwers the ſubject, and that one a prieft : 

A noiſy preacher, who, for ſake of pelf, 
Will rail at drunkenneſs, though drunk himſelf; 
Hold up the curſe on whoredom to your view, 
And damn all harlots, though himſelf kept tuu: 
Nay, if Report unperjur'd takes her oath, 

I bluſh to ſay — one mother bore them both / 
Strange as it is, this doctor of renown - 

Once wore a lawyer's, not a parſon's, gown :: : 
The 
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( 16 ) 
The force of law and prieſtcraft few diſput,  /” 
Reaſon oft pleads, but might as well be mute. 


Arm'd at ſuch points, well may the doctor write, 
Preach up his laws, and mock the critic's ſpite. 
Dreſs'd in each borrow'd charm which art can bring, 


The harlot looks all-blooming as the ſpring ; 


Her ſpecious youth allures the heated ſwain, 

He loves, he Gghs, he kneels, nor kneels in vain : 

But, ere the night has witneſs'd half thoſe joys, 

Which artful wantons promiſe love-ſick boys, 

Phedria awakes, and turns, with trembling care, 

To gaze in tranſport on the ſleeping fair, 

He looks, — but, ah! the ſight his love diſarms, 

For Thais now is ſtripp'd of all her charms ! 

Save thoſe few 3 (falſe teeth, falſe hair, perfume,) 


Which lie at random ſcatter d round the room: 


In 


( 7 ) 


Wrinkles purſe-up het ſkin and ſpeak her 9. 
stung with remorſe, our Phrodria flies the place, 
And leaves the nymph to dream of his diſgrace. | 

His inward foulneſs by a fair outfide. 
Well-titled books allure like girlswell-drefs'd, 
Foul though within, they e er go off the beſt : 16 
No wonder, then, the doctor's work ſhould ſell; 

If prieſts cann't ch ien, who can chien well ? 

Your giddy girls, gay widows, maids, and wives, 

Eager to know at what the doctor drives, | 
Purchaſe the TREATISE; and, ere half perus'd, 

Find not their ſex defended, — but abus d: 

Enrag'd, to meet contempt where praiſe is due, 

They burn his book, and fain would burn him too, 

Nay worſe, condemn it ere they've read it through. 

C Reviewers 


From you, dear doctor, ev'ry wife expects 


| (8 ) 
Reviewers too, like Phædria, who was cloy'd} 1 


With the dear nymph he had but half enjoy'd, -» 7 
Sick to the ſoul, read here and there a page, ; 
More than enough to ſpawn their monthly rage. 

So much for Gin and their motley crew, | 100 Si 
With them I've done, and now I turn to u. 


You'll name the lady, whoſe obſery d defects 


Have caus'd this wond'rous treatiſe on our ſex. 
Has ſhe revil'd the maxims you adop̃tSʒ§aõ» avie 5 
Or, while you woo'd, ſome hints on ciſtom dropp d? 
Has ſhe, unmov'd by promiſes, deny d 

To grant your wiſh, ere made a modern bride 2 
Are theſe the great defects, on which you dare 
To found your bitter TREATISE on the fair ? 
If urg'd by views like theſe, rail on, dull prieſt, 


&« Swear WOMAN Is LESS VALUED THAN A BEAST : 


{ 9 

But ill the ſex ſtomachs that thought from you, 
Whoſe youthful days (if loud Report ſays true) 
Own to more vices,, riot, and exceſs, Gil of 
Than man ali know, or language cop.expreſe 1 
And is it thus you leave the world's great ſtage ? 
Thus wear away the ev'ning of gur age ? 
o prieſt, irt thus at mercy's awful throne, _ 
For crimes which might be pardon d, you atone ? 
Attempt no farther, by-your ſtrange. diſputes, | 
To damn the law which reaſon conſtitutes. 

Shall none but rentlng fools like you be heard ? * 
Or, wedlock's ſpite, ſhall woman take your word ? 
No, doctor: arts like yours may all decry; 

Let us remember, they, who ſwear not, lie. 

vet ſtill rail on; tell us, your new-made laws 


Plead for our ſex, and merit its applauſe : 


>, © EXE. 


But, ſhall a woman reſt her hopes on you; 
Who hold her failings up to public view ? | N 
Shall ſhe betray no decency of pride, 
To hear thoſe failings mock'd which man ſhould hide 2 

Shall ſhe, alike to truth and honour dead, 
Thus call'd on, lurk behind and droop lax head? | b 


No; virtue's ſpirit, like the patriots ſoul, 


Is hard to rouſe, and harder to controul, 
Prepare then, traitor ; arm'd with ev'ry curſe, 
Which rage can boaſt, and coward fear make worſe 


Arm'd with the bitters which from vengeance flow; 


Woman ſtands forth, and dares to meet her foe ! 


Then, ere too late, reverſe your mad decree ; 


| Elſe — but no more. — © Farewel, remember me !” 


22 N 68 - 
| THE END. 


